The Biflirie of 

Thou haft rcdeemd thy loft opinion, 

And fine wde thou rnakeft fomc tender of ray life 
In this faire refeue thou haft brought to me. 

Prin. OGod.they did me too' much iniurie, 

Thateuer fay d, I harkened to your death : 

If it were fo.I might baue let alone 
The inful ting hand of Dowglas ouer you. 

Which would haue teen as fpeedy in you? end, 

As all the poyfenous Potions in the world, 

And fau’d the trecherous labour of your Sonne. 

Kin. Make vp to Clifton, He to S. Nicholas Gawfcy. • Suit \ 

Enter Hetjpur.. 

Hot. If Itniftakcnotjthou art Harry Monmouth? 

Prin. Thou fpeakft,as if 1 would deny my name. 

Hot. My name is Harry Percy. 

Hrin. Why then l fee a very valiant Rebell of that name. 

I am the Prince of Wala\ and thinkenot Percy , 

T o fhare with me in glory any more : 

T wo Starrcs kcepe not their motion in one Sphere, 

Nor can one England broolce a double raigne, 

Of Harry Percy, and th c r PrinceofJVal&. 

Hot. Now (hallit//<#ry, forthehoureis come, 

T o end the one of vs; and would to God, 

Thy name in Armes,wcre now as great as mine. 

Prin. lie make it greater,erc I part from thee, 

And all thy budding Honours on thy Creft 
lle'crop.tomakeaGarlandformy head. 

Hot. I can no longerbrooke thy vanities. 

They fight. Enter Fafftalffe. 

Ted. Well faid Hal, to it H<*/. Nay, you (ball find no Boycs 
play here, I can tell you. 

Enter Dowlas, he fights with Falftalffe.hefals dome at- 
if he were dead, the Prince kfilcth C P eray. 

Hot. Oh Harry, thou haft robd me of nay youth, 

I better broke the loile of brittle Life, 

Then thofeproud Titles thou haft won ofmc, 

They woundmy thoughts worfe,ttyen the fwordmy 

■J*" 



william Shakespeare Henry IV. Part i (stc 22284) 


Henry the fourth. 

But thought’s the flaucoflife,and life times foolej 
And time, that takes furuay ofall the world, 

Mufthaue a flop. 0,1 could prophefie, 

But that the Earth, and cold hand of Death 
Lies on my tongue : no * Percy , thou art duft. 

And food for 

Prin. For Wormcs,braue Percy. Fare thee well, great heart, 
111 weau’d Ambition, how much art thou fhrunke? 

When that this body did containe a fpirit, 

AKingdomeforit, was too fmalla bound; 

But now two paces of the vileft Earth, 

Is roomc enough s this Earth that beares the dead, ■ 

Bcarcs notaliue fo ftout a Gentleman. 

If thou wertfenfibleof curtcfie, 

I ihould not make fo great a (hew of zeale » 

Butletmy fimouts hide thy mangled face, 

And cue* in thy behaHc,llc thanke my fclfe 
Fordoing thefe faire rites oftendernes, 

Adieu, and take thy pray fe with thee to heauen, 

Thy ignomy fleepe with thee ia the graue, ’ 

But not remembred in thy Epitaph. 

HeJpiethFalftaljfeon the ground. 

What, old acquaintance, could not all this flefli 
•Kcepe in a litlc life ? poorc Iacke farewell : 

I could haue better fpard a better man: 

0, 1 (liould haue a hcauy mifle of thee. 

If I were much inlouewith vanitie; 

Death hath not ftrookc fo faire a Deere to day, 

Though many dearer in this bloody fray, 

Imbo weld will I fee thee by and by, 

Till then, in blood by noble Percy lie. 

Faljlaljfe ryfeth vp. 

Fdl. Imboweld’ifthouimbowell metoday. He giueyou 
leauctopowdcrme.andeate me too to morrow. Zloud,t’was 
time to couuterfcitc, or that hot termagant Scot had paidemec 
cot and lot too. Counterfeit? i am no counterfeit : to die is to 
^ea counterfeit, for he is but the counterfeit of a man, who 
uath not thelife of a man: but to counterfeit dying, when aman 



